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IT SOUNDS LIKE A MAN 

CRAZY WITH PAIN 

BUT NOT EXACTLY.' 
MIGHT BE A BEAR, 



HERE'S THE MOANER 

A TOMATO CAN STUCK 
INTO A KEROSENE TIN, 
SO IT WILL CATCH THE 
WIND AND WHOOP LIKE 
A LOST SOUL/' FUNNY 
. THAT ANYBODY WOULD 
PLAY THAT KIND OF 
JOKE MILES FROM 
NOWHERE f 




*" HUMPH/' I HADN'T NOTICED 
THAT CABIN.-' THAT'S WHERE I'LL 
FIND SOMETHING TO FIX HER UP WITH 




YOU'RE — M HUSH.' SOMEBODY^ 

TAKING ol COMING— I HEARD 

ME — WHEREJL A YELL 




LET'S NOT ARGUE 

ABOUT IT, SMITH. 

THE IMPORTANT 

THING IS TO GET 

YOUR DAUGHTER 

TO A HOSPITAL 

AS SOON AS 




BUT YOU'VE GOT ^ 
TO DO SOMETHING.' 

I CAN'T STAND THE- - 
THE PAIN. IT'S 
GETTING WORSE, 
ROY.' 




r- ^ 




f THE N 


/* ~v 


DAG- -GONE IT.' 


r you 


i I NEVER A 


PA LIED TO 


1 MEAN ~ 


STORM IS 


\ WANT TO GO 


ME.' TO KEEP . 


/YOU'VE 


OVER. . . 


1 BACK, ROY.' 


ME FROM y 


NEVER EVEN 


NOW WE 


/ NEVER.' PA 


EVER GOING \ 


SEEN WHAT'S 


WON'T < 


. LIED TO 


THROUGH THIS ' 


OUTSIDE ? 


HAVE TO 


V ME/ - !-^ 


TUNNEL— 4-1 




GO BACK 




TIN CAN.' J 




AND WAIT. 








FINE, DOCTOR.' IF HER 
FATHER SHOULD SHOW 
UP, HE WON'T BE OF 

ANY HELP BUT I'LL 

GET IN TOUCH WITH HER 
OTHER RELATIVES. > 



MARTHA CARRADINE . 

AND HER AGE, I 
RECKON, IS JUST 
ABOUT 18.. . MOTHER 
IS DEAD: . FATHER'S 
NAME IS JAMES V. 
CARRADINE, ALIAS 
SMITH, OCCUPATION, 

V PROSPECTOR. 



ROY, I SENT FOR YOU, HOPING YOU. 
CAN FIND MY OLDER BROTHER 

JIM BEFORE I DIE. ..I WANT TO 
EAVE PART OF MY PROPERTY 
TO HIM- -OR TO 
HIS DAUGHTER 
MARTHA. 




LUTHER, HERE — MY 

ADOPTED BOY INHERITS 

MOST OF WHAT I'VE 

GOT. HE'LL BE A 

BIG CATTLEMAN, WHEN 

I PASS ON, AND HE 
DESERVES IT 




I BE 



THERES NOBODY.' AND 

'HE DIDN'T HAVE TIME TO GET 
OUT OFSIGHT.' ONE THING 
i CERTAIN PA SMITH 



A TRAP GUN.'AND IT WOULD V 
HAVE DROPPED ME IF I HADN'T ?"* 
SEEN LOOKING FOR TROUBLE. THE 

STONE I TOSSED HIT THE 
TRIGGER WIRE. 




TRIGGER.' I LEFT HIM 
GROUND-HITCHED, RIGHT HERE . 
HE'D WAIT FOR ME TILL HE 
DROPPED, UNLESS— — 



BURRO TRACKS COVER^T^ 
TRIGGER'S — THAT'S THE 
ANSWER.' PA SMITH" 
WAS HIDING OUTSIDE TO 
SEE IF I'D GET CAUGHT 

WITH HIS TRAP GUN, 
AND.. 



WHEN I DIDN'T, HE ^ 
RODE OFF ON MY 
HORSE, LEADING HIS 
LITTLE JACKASS. 
SERVES ME RIGHT 
FOR BEING CARELESS 



BUT I HATE TO THINK HOW 
MY FEET ARE GOING TO 
FEEL BEFORE I QUIT WALKING 
THE NEAREST RANCH ISA 
LITTLE OLD 
SHACK IN 
THE HILLS 
ABOUT TWELVE 
MILES FROM 
• •HERE.' 




IT'S ALL OVER BUT CLEANING 
UP THE MESS, TOM. SOMEBODY 
POURED KEROSENE ON YOUR 
BEDDING 




YOU'RE FEELING \ THE NEXT DAY. 



A LOT BETTER, 
TOM --WITH A 
BRAND NEW NIECE 
COMING INTO YOUR 
LIFE.... HOW 
COME ? 



HOW WOULD. I 
KNOW? JUST HELP 
CONCHITA CARRY 
ME OUTDOORS, AND 
DON'T ASK QUESTIONS,* 
YOU ORNERY 
COW POKE.' 



HERE COME LUTE 

'AND MARTY, BOYS.' 

I CAN SEE THEIR 

DUST COMING 

OVER THE 

HILL. 



I AM PROUD OF HER, 
UNCLE TOM- -AND OF 
YOU AND LUTE. . . . I'M 
PROUD TO BE A 
GIRL.' AND TO HAVE 
FRIENDS LIKE ROY ROGERS 
—AND THE NURSES IN THE 
HOSPITAL.' IF PA WEREN'T 
SO MEAN, NOBODY 
WOULD BE 
AS HAPPY AS 
MARTY CARRADINE. 



IT DOES, MARTY.' 
I'LL TELL LUTE 
TO SEND EXTRA 
RIDERS OUT TO 
THE BEEF HERD 
ON THE RIVER 
RANGE. 




EH.EH.EH." I'VE GOT 
MY OWN BACK, TOM 
CARRADINE.' THIS IS 
THE LAST ANY MAN' 
OR WOMAN 'LL SEE 
OF HER f 



ILL SHOOT THE 
OFF YOU, JIM- 





THAT WASN'T 
THUN 



MARTY.' ROY'S GOT MARTY.' "fj 
OH .' 




6REAT LAWMEN 
OF THE OLD WE JT 



WILLIAM M. BREAKENRIDGE 
'THE STRAIGHT SHOOTING DEPUTY" 

PARTI 




The big, dark-eyed cowboy shoved 
back from the poker table. His hand — 
the supple hand of a gunman— moved 
to his vest. The other players froze in 
their seats, for men had died trying to 
beat John Ringo's-draw! 

But Ringo merely flipped out his 
gold watch. 

"Loan me a hundred dollars on this 
timepiece and chain," he urged sullen- 
ly. "I aim to win this game yet!" 

The players' tense faces relaxed. 
One man forced a smile, 

"You might do just that, Ringo.. I 
reckon we'll be safer to break up the 
game now." 

Ringo got up, furious. Flushed with 
drinking, his handsome face turned 
dark as a thundercloud. He slammed 
out of the room. 

Pent-up breaths whistled out in a 
multiple sigh of relief. Someone 
reached out to scoop in his winnings — 
and stopped, petrified. John Ringo 
was back, with a cocked pistol. 

"Shell out!" he ordered. 

No one moved as Ringo swept the 
money from that card table, and 
another one. He backed away, chuck- 
ling. Moments later his ringing laugh 



came back to the gamblers, punctuat- 
ed by the hoofbeats of his galloping 
horse. 

The next day, through a friend, the 
badman returned every dime he had 
taken. It was a typical Ringo 'joke. It 
could have ended, just as easily, in a 
shooting.' 

A few of the victims of this Ringo-_ 
ism were sore enough to call in the law.' 
A warrant for the jokester's arrest was 
sworn out, on the strength of a grand 
jury indictment. To Deputy Sheriff 
Billy Breakenridge fell the job of serv- 
ing it. 

Most peace officers in "Breck's" 
place would have raised a small army 
of gunfighters to take Ringo. This 
would not have been difficult. In the 
roaring boom town of Tombstone, 
rustlers like John Ringo and Curly Bill 
Brocius had enough friends and "busi- 
ness" connections to worry the "Law 
and Order Party." Some of this party's 
leaders would have welcomed a show- 
down with guns, any time. 

Biliy Breakenridge had other ideas. 
As fearless as Ringo's, his mind didn't 
run to bloodshed. He rode out alone to 
face the wanted man and his half- 



hundred of trigger-quick rustler 
friends. 

It was o two-doy trip to Galeyville, 
the rustlers' hangout. A lone stranger, 
arriving before sunup, caused no ex- 
citement. (A posse would have 
touched off battle, murder, and sud- 
den death!) Billy Breakenridge: called 
at Ringo's quarters, and was admitted 
at the point of the badman's gun. 

"Breck" explained in a friendly tone 
that he had a warrant, and what it 
was afl about. As man to man, he ad- 
vised John Ringo to come along and 
get the matter cleared up. ' 

Ringo was first angry, then thought- ' 
ful. What irked him was that the hold-, 
up joke 'had bounced back at him, 
when no one had been harmed. What 
worried him was that his arrest would 
touch off a fight in which many of his 
friends would be killed. Reckless of his 
own life, he valued theirs. 

To resist arrest now would be just as 
dangerous — if "Breck" failed, a 
hundred fighting possemen would fol- 
low him. 

"Let's have, breakfast," the outlaw 
invited. 

"Breck" relaxed. He knew now that 
Ringo had decided to THINK it out in- 
stead of SHOOT it out. And he knew 
that he could trust this rustler's word. 

Part way through their meal, Ringo 
broke silence. 




"Why don't you ride back alone, 
Breck?" he said. "That way, the boys 
here won't know why I'm leaving, when 
I follow you. I'll join you tonight at 
Prue's ranch, and we'll -go on to the 
County Seat tomorrow." 

"Okay," smiled Breakenridge. "If 
the Apaches don't catch us. They're on 
the warpath, you know." 

Two days later, the straight-shoot- 
ing deputy walked into the sheriff's 
office with his prisoner — and with no 
man's blood on his conscience. There 
a friend of Ringo's put up the bond 
asked to insure the outlaw's I'ater re- 
turn for trial. Satisfied that all was 
well, Ringo left for Charleston on ur- 
gent business. 

But all was not well — in the minds 
of the "Law and Order Party" — so long 
as John Ringo was loose. They had 
another card to play. No sooner was 
Ringo out of town than the "Law and 
Order" judge denied that he had ever 
approved Ringo's bond. Two of the 
Party's gunmen were given new war- 
rants and sent to Charleston to arrest 
. the rustler chief. 

They got there, only to be disarmed 
and 'locked up themselves! 

John Ringo was hopping mad, now. 
In the darkness before dawn he raced 
back to Tombstone and banged on 
"Breck's" bedroom door ... 

A few hours later the "Law and 
Order" judge opened court. Thinking 
thathis men hod John Ringo safe in 
THEIR Hands, he turned o mocking 
gaze upon Sheriff Behon and his 
deputy, Breakenridge. 

"Bring John Ringo in," he ordered. 

And Breakenridge did! 

With no other warrants against the 
outlaw than the one covered by his 
bond, Judge Stillwell had to approve 
the paper, much os he hated to. John 
Ringo walked out, smiling, to his 
horse. 

But the real victor in the whole skir- 
mish of wits versus war was Deputy 
Sheriff Billy Breakenridge. He had pre- 
vented a bloody clash between the 
county's shootingest factions. And he 
had done it with honor to the Low 
which he represented. 



¥ CHARLEY! T BET HARRY ROPEP THAT CALF IN } 
\FIVE SECONDS FPOM THE START! HARRY '5 ^ 
PRETTY 60OP ISN'T HE i 



mam- 




"FOR THREE YEARS RUNNIN6, REP FLAME- ANP 
JIMMY BANKS WON TOP MONEY IN THE CALF 
ROPIN& AT THE RIMROCK ROPEO... 




...ANP THEN CAMS THE WAR I JIMMY BANKS 
ENLISTED, ALON6 WITH MOST OF THE OTH- 
ER Y0UN6 COWPOKES OF THE 0HWCK COUNT0Y. 



"THE PAY JIMMY LEFT HOME FOR SOOP, HE 
RODE BED FLAME OUT INTO THE BRAKES... 





"FOR A LONu TIME HE STOOP TALK/N6 1 
REP IN WHISPERS. 



"HE SENT ONE LAST, 7*ES5n 
LOUP WHINNY AFTER ^agSKS?:* 
HIS ONLY HUMAN ^^sSBBSk -ST" 

frienp. jmk', wm^z* 



''ANP THEN, LIKE A REP WHIRLWIND, HE . 
HEAPED FOR, THE WILP CANYONS WHERE 
HE HAP ONCE BEEN KINS. 




HERE HE 
tS,B>!i 




ONE OF Hlb QUE6TION6 WAG A80UT PEP FLAME— 
BUT NO ONE HAP SEEN HIM SINCE HE WAb TUZNEP 
LOOGE, EP BANK5 TOLP NIG SOY. 



'JIM/AY TOOK THAJKINPA HARP... LOOK- 
ING POWN INTO BI6 PEP'S BY\PTY COg- 
gAL, HEP WONPEgjF GO/AETHING 
HAD HAPPENED TO THE HOSGE HE 
\LOVED— 




"REP FLAME WOULP BE~Md~PE THAN TWENTY 
YEAgG OLP NOW— WELL PAST HIG PfflME. 
HIG &PLENPIP HEALTH MIGHT HAVE FAILED, 
Og... 





"hTMIMT HAVE BEEN KILLED IN A FIGHT WITH 
ANOTHER WILP HOgGE LEAVER. JIMMY ' 
WOULP HAVE 6IVEN ALL HE OWNED TO KNOW! 



"A FEW AT A TIME, M06T OF THE YOUNG 
COWBOYS, WHO HAP GONE TO WAR, PglFTEP' 
BACK TO THE PANGE— AND ED BANKS- HAP 

A proposition for them. 




"THE WILP HOgSES WEgE MJLtTPLY/NG SOFAST 
THAT ONCE MORE THEY WERE EATING UP THE 
{PANGE FEEP NEEDED FOP {ATTLE. 




'A 316, WELL-OZ6ANIZEP H0/?6E HUNT, ED TOLD 
THE BOV&, WOULP HELPTHEgANLHEeb AND 
CLEAg UFA FAT PROFIT FOP THE HUNTEZ6. 
HE WANTED TO KNOW WHAT THEy THOU&HT. 




THO&E YOUNb COWPOKEb JUMPED AT THE 
IDEA ! FUN, PANbEg AND QUICK MONEY... 
THAT&-WHAT THEY CPAVEP. 




,.,-„,^i BE&MT0.6ET WORN 

WOWN WITH THIRST AND HVNbEf? ANP NO 
igSiTATALL... 



"...THE HUNTEf& 60T DOWN TO 
SUilNEiS AND FILLED TUEIg CORALS. 




"NOW AND THEN A WILD LEADER WOULD BREAK 
SACK FROM A TRAP, AND TAKe A FEW OTHERS 
WITH HIM-.-A FEW COWBOYS bOT HURT. 



ONCE THEY WERE CORRALLED. 




"JIMMY BANKS DRIFTED AROUND FROM CAMP 
TO CAMP, ASKING IF ANYONE HAD SEEN A 
HORSE WITH A FLAME-COLOREP COAT AND A 
WHITE MANE— THE AH6WER WAS ALWAYS, NO! 




"...UNTIL ONE NIGHT, ABOUT DUSK. HE RODE UPTO 
A CORRAL TRAP WHERE THERE WAS SOME 
TROUBLE! A Bid, WHITE-MANED STALLION, THEY 
TOLP HIM, HAD GONE CRAZY IN THgRE. 



'JIMMY BANKS CUMBED 
TO THE TOP RAIL FOR 
A LOOK. SURE 
ENOUbH-, 



"HE'D GOT THE OTHER 

HORSES TO MILLINb ANP THROWING THEIR WEIGHT 

AbAINST THE RAILS IF THEY KEPT IT UP. THERE 

WAS A CHANCE THEY WOULD BREAK THROUGH. 





. "A/EXT MINUTE A DOZEN 
.OREANAS CRASHED A- 

SAINST THE HAILS BELOW ■ 
tfllM... IT JARREP LOOSE 
JIMMY'6 HOLP. 



JIMMY COULP NOT BE SURE IN THE Dim 
LIGHT, BUT WHEN THAT WHITE MANE ROSE 
LIKE A FOAM WS WAVE ABOVE THE TIDE OF 
HORSEFLESH, THE BOYS HEART JUMPED. 




' THE BOY FEB, RATHER THAN SAW, THE 
SHAPE OF DEATH PLUNGIN6 AT HIM. ..HE 
YELLED "RED FLAME! RED FLAME ! 




" 'RED FLAME I ' HE SAID AGAIN ' AS THE 
BRUTE STOPPED, ALMOST ON TOP OF 
HIM. IT WAS BIG RED, BEYOND A 

.QUESTION! 




: A MINUTE HE TURNED TO THE OTHER 
'COWPOKES AND SAID: 'OPEN THE GATE, 
BOYS! THESE BRONCS ARE GOING FREE... 
AT MY EXPENGE. THAT'S THE LEAST I CAN 
PO TO CELEBRATE. BECAUSE... REP FLAME 
HAS COME HOME!'^- - 



